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The Tragedy <?/Hamlet 

LecnottheroyallbcdofDenmarkcbe »■ 

A couch for luxury and damned in cell. 

But howfomeuer thau purfues this adf, • 

T ain’t not thy minde,nor let thy foule contriue 
Ag3inft thy mother ought, Jeauc.het to heauen. 

And to t'nofe thorhes that in her bofome lodge 
T o pricke and (ling her.-fare the?, well ^t once, 
TheGlowortne fliewesthematine to be nccre 
And gins to pale his vneffechiall fire, 
Adiew,adicw,adiew, remember mg. . 

Warn. O all you hoflof hcaueulO earth! what elfe, 
Andfiaalllcoupplehell.Qfielholdjiuy heart, , 

And you my finnowesjgrow not inftant old. 

But bearc me fwiftlyvp, •remember thee, 

I thou poore Gholt whiles memory holds a featc 
In this dirtratfted globe,rememberthee. 

Yea, from the table of my memory 
He wipe away all triui all fond records, 

All fawe of bookes,all formes, all preflurespaft 
That youth and obferuation coppied there. 

And thy commandement all alone fhall Hue, 

Within the booke and volume of my braine 
Vnmixt with bafer matter,yes by heauen. 

O moll prenicious woman. 

O villaine,vi!laine, fmiling damned villaine. 

My tables, meet it is I fet it downc 

That one may fmile.and fmile,and be a villaine. 

At leaft I am lure it may be fo in Denmarke. 

So Vncle, there you are,now to my word. 

It is adew,adew,rcinember me. 

Ihauefworn’t. 

Enter Horatio, and. LMarcellus. 

H ora. My Lord,my Lord, 
t Mar. Lord Hamlet . 

H ora. Heauens fecurehim. 

Ham , So be it. 

Mar, Illo,bo,ho,my Lord. 

H am. Hillo,ho,ho,boy come, and come. 
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Trince of Denmarke, 

Mar. How i‘ft my noble Lord ? 

H ora. O, vvonderfull! 

1 f or. Good my Lord tell it. 

H am. No, you will rcuealc it, 

H ora. Not I my Lord by heauen.’ 

Mar. Nor J my Lord. 

H am. How fay you then, would hart of man once thinke it, 

Eutyou’fcbefecret. . .... 

Both. I by heauen. 

Ham. There’s neuer a villaine. 

Dwelling in all Denmarke 
But hee’s an arrant knaue. 

H ora. There needs no Ghoft ray Lord, come fr«m the grau« 

To tell vs tjhis. 

Ham. Why right, you are in the right. 

And fo without more circumftance at all, 

I hold it fit that we fhake hands and part. 

You, as your bufinefle and defire fhall point you, 

Foreuery man hath bufinefle anddefire 
Such as it is,and for my owne poore part 
I will goe pray. 

H ora. Thefe are but wilde and whurling words my LdS 

Ham, I amforry they oflfend you heartily, 

Yes faith hartily, 

Hera, There’s no offence my Lord. 

Ham. Yes by Saint Patr/chjbut there is Horatio, 

And much offence to,touching this vifion heere. 

It is an honeft Ghoftjtbat let me tell you. 

For your defirc to know what is betweene it, 

Ore-maifier t as you may, and now good friends, 

As you are friends,fthollers,and fouldiers, 

Giue me one poore requeft. 

Hora. What i’’fl my Lord,we will. 

Neuer make knowne what you haue feene to nighti 

Both. My Lord we will not. 

Ham. Nay but fwear’e. 

Hora. In fakh my Lord not I. 

war. Nor 1 my Lord in faith, , : v P , ! ' ■ 
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